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LAMENT

FOR

JAMES,   EARL  OF GLEJTCAIRJV.

THE wind blew hollow frae the hills,

By fits the sun's departing beam

Looked on the fading yellow woods

That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding stream:

Beneath a craigy steep, a bard,

Laden with years and meikle pain9

In loud lament bewail'd his lord,
Whom death had all untimely ta'en.
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